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Tuesday,  July  13  - 

Only  Tuesday,  Is  it  possible  ?  We  crowd  so  much  in  one  day  that  when 
night  comes  and  I  look  back  over  all  we  have  seen  I  feel  that  the  daylight  hours 
have  surely  stretched  themselves  into  weeks.  Now  for  a  report  of  the  never-to- 
be-forgotten  day.  I  awakened  to  hear  the  surf  and  oh  how  I  longed  for  a  plunge 
but  desisted  for  various  reasons  -  such  a  restful  night  as  I  had  passed  !  Every 
nook  and  corner  of  that  Tramontano  hotel  spelled  comfort  and  ease.  After  the  usual 
continental  breakfast  of  chocolate,  rolls,  toast  and  honey  we  siezed  our 
pocket-books  and  were  about  to  start  for  the  Sorrento  shops  when  it  began  to 
rain  harder  and  harder  (  it  had  merely  drizzled  before  ) .  I  knew  it  would  take 
more  than  a  hard  shower  to  dampen  my  ardour  for  in  as  much  as  I  have  dreamed 
for  years  of  purchasing  inlaid  woods  in  real  Sorrento  shops,  inlaid  woods  I 
would  purchase  the  weather  to  the  contrary  notwithstanding  -  so  after  asking 
the  concierge  to  send  for  a  cab  I  prowled  about  the  lovely  hotel.  Soon  a  cab 
returned  bearing  Miss  Campbell  and  her  niece  -  Miss  C-  who  seems  to  be 
assuming  the  responsibility  of  the  party  and  said  "Oh  you  cannot  go  -  impossible  !" 

But  we  (  Mabel  and  I  )  tied  ourselves  into  a  cab  and  you  can  bet  we  went, 
and  we  had  a  cocking  good  time.  .  We  got  out  in  some  little  alley  and  the  driver 
turned  around  and  slews  of  vowels  and  consonants  gushed  forth  from  his  throat. 

We  hand't  any  idea  what  he  was  saying.  He  didn't  know  what  we  wanted  -  we 
did  know  what  we  wanted  but  we  were  equally  bad  off  because  we  didn't  know 
how  to  tell  him . 

Again  my  deaf  mute  training  did  me  good  service  and  by  a  series  of 
gesticulations  and  a  jerk  of  his  coat  we  succeeded  in  stopping  in  front  of  a 
lovely  little  mosaic  shop  where  we  purchased.  By  this  time  he  understood  what  we 
wanted  to  see  and  drove  us  to  another  delicious  junk  shop  where  we  spent  our 
honest  money  and  good  judgement  on  book  marks,  frames,  boxes,  etc.  We 
reached  the  Tramontano  by  ten  o'clock  and  found  our  suitcases  all  out  in  the 
court  ready  to  leave.  The  proprietor  with  endless  grace  presented  each  of  us 
with  a  lovely  bouquet  of  pinks  and  sprays  of  box  and  a  picture  of  the  charming 
hotel . 


Then  down  the  elevator  we  went  and  were  soon  on  the  pier  where  we  were 
safely  deposited  in  rowboats  and  gaily  rode  the  beautiful  blue  waves  out  to  a 
tender  that  was  about  to  start  for  Capri  -  the  Capri  of  my  dreams. 

It  was  a  wonderful  sail  and  finally  we  anchored  and  then  came  the  hoped 
for  moment  when  we  stepped  into  row  boats  (  two  in  each  )  and  were  rowed  towards 
that  famous  cave  -  the  opening  into  the  blue  grotto.  Never  shall  I  fcrget  how 
ridiculous  we  were  as  we  prostrated  ourselves  in  the  bottom  of  that  boat  and 
waited  for  the  psychological  moment  and  the  proper  wave  in  which  and  on  which 
we  were  to  enter  the  grotto.  Great  fun  and  then  the  same  sort  of  sport  getting 
out  again.  Some  of  the  party  were  completely  drenched  but  we  were  absolutely 
dry. 


